SCENE ii                                                    BELISARIUS

ORANGE SELLER. What! what! The General ?

ANOTHER.                                                      A-begging too.

FLOWER GIRL. Begging ?   I knew he was a gentleman
The minute I clapped eyes on him.

ORANGE SELLER.                                       You did?

Is that the way that you treat gentry, then ?

FLOWER GIRL. Sir, will you have my flowers ? Here they are,
As many as you wish,

COBBLER.                                Oh, grace of God 1

That you should be a beggar and want bread!

ANOTHER. He shall not want while I have got a coin
To rattle in my pocket.

COBBLER,                                 No, nor while

People want shoe-leather, and come to me.
Here, here, my lord!

(He empties his pockets feverishly, pressing the mitey on
BELISARIUS.)

FLOWER GIJ&L. ,                   And here!

ORANGE GIRL.                                       I have no money

As I've sold nothing yet, but take my fruit.

ANOTHER. My lord! my lord!

(They crowd nwd, putting money into his hands.)